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" The Duke of Wellington was a gentleman/'
said Timmy.

" Keats wasn't/'

" Lord Salisbury was."

" And what about God ? " said Jacob.

The Scilly Isles now appeared as if directly
pointed at by a golden finger issuing from a
cloud ; and everybody knows how portentous
that sight is, and how these broad rays, whether
they light upon the Scilly Isles or upon the tombs
of crusaders in cathedrals, always shake the very
foundations of scepticism and lead to jokes about

God.

" Abide with me:
Fast falls the eventide;
The shadows deepen;
Lord, with me abide,"

sang Timmy Durrant,

" At my place we used to have a hymn which
began

Great God, what do I see and hear ?"

said Jacob.

Gulls rode gently swaying in little companies
of two or three quite near the boat ; the cor-
morant, as if following his long strained neck in
eternal pursuit, skimmed an inch above the water
to the next rock ; and the drone of the tide in
the caves came across the water, low, mono-